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Jon\'s View 


Author's Notes: 

This is an extension of my other fanfic, Innocence. This one is told from JBJ\'s POV instead of Nikki Sixx\’s. Nd 
highly recommend reading the original fanfic first. But it\'s not totally necessary haha, seeing as this is just an 
extension, showing what it was like for the other party. TRIGGER WARNING: This is a non-con fic! Proceed at 


your own risk! 


He was a bit off. A little strange, moody, and mysterious with his dark hair that covered his eyes, his mouth 


in a perfect thin line, looking like he was thinking about something. 


But he was staring directly at you, unseen eyes boring into you. You couldn't see them, but boy could you feel 


them. 


Eventually he came over to you and conversed, smiling for the first time in the entire right. The two of you 


had met before, enough times for you to consider him a friend and not just an acquaintance. 


"Hey man, let's go up to my room," he said, you shrugged and agreed, thinking nothing of it. You figured he 


wanted to get away from the noise currently surrounding him. 


The door clicked and locked behind you, you still thought nothing of it. Everyone locks their hotel room door 


when they come in 

You sat on the bed, as the lone chair was occupied with dirty clothes and empty bottles. 
Everything was fine. 

Until he got too close. 

Sitting a little too close to you. 

Brushing his hands in places that made you uncomfortable. 

Touching you where you would rather not be touched by another dude. 

Oh fuck. It's getting out of control. 

He's strangling you. 

He's got you pinned down now. 

You wheeze and hear yourself making pitiful choking noises. 

You can't breathe and you can feel yourself starting to pass out, blackness beginning to surround you. 
He lets go just before you go under. 

‘Thank God! you say in your head. But that relief is short lived. 

He's unlacing his leather pants now. 

He's ripping your pants off now, like some type of deranged animal. 

You realize what's about to happen and you feel your body panicking even further. 


"No! No! No! No don't do this Nikki, not to me, please, don't do this please! You don't wanna do this!" you begged, 
hoping to thwart his sick plans. 


But it didn't work, you're not even sure if he heard you, he seemed to be in his own world. You felt like you 


were running out of breathe again and you were still sore from the choking you'd received. 


Then he did it. 


He did something you never imagined would happen to you, hell, you never even thought things like this really 
happened to guys. 


He stuck his dick in you. No, he slammed it into you. It hurt, it hurt so bad, it was a pain like you'd never felt 


before. 
Everything hurt and you just wanted to die. 


You could feel the tears beginning to well up in your eyes, and then they came cascading out like a waterfall 


You'd never cried harder than you did then, and it wouldn't be the last time he'd be the cause of you crying. 
He leaned down and licked the tears off your face. You shuddered, feeling his rough tongue on your cheeks. 
It went on, and on, and on. 

You wanted to die, you'd never felt that alone, that helpless, that hurt, that violated. 

You didn't understand why he'd do this to you. 

‘What did | do wrong? you thought to yourself. 

You whimpered for him to stop every now and then, but your words didn't phase him in the least. 


You felt something liquid-y between your legs and on your thighs, and you realized that, oh god, it was blood. 
He fucking made you bleed. 


He went harder and harder, breaking you more and more with every thrust. You just wanted God to strike you 


down in those moments, just end it all. Just take the pain and humiliation away. 
Then he pushed into you, hard. Deep. 


You were pretty sure he broke or tore something with that thrust, and you stifled a scream. You were still in 


too much shock and fear to be any more vocal. 

You felt him cum inside of you, the warm, sticky semen filling you. 
He pulled his blood covered dick out of you and smirked at you. 

He began to lean down, and as he did, you could briefly see his eyes. 


They were green. 


And they were full. 
Of. 

Absolutely. 

Nothing 


"You're a great fuck Jonny boy..but I've had better," 


